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	1. Chapter 1-The Death of a Hero

The Death Of A Hero

**Disclaimer: I do not own Percy Jackson, Rick Riordan does. Now, on with the story.**

Percy Jackson raised his blade to deflect Kronos's scythe. Both opponents were evenly matched, neither able to gain the upper hand. Sparks flew as their blades met. Parry, roll, strike, dodge. Their blades were so fast they were just a blur. Then Percy saw an opening and kicked Kronos in the stomach, sending him flailing backward. Kronos growled and hit the butt of his weapon against the floor, and time slowed down.

"So, Perseus Jackson, you are indeed a worthy opponent," spat Kronos. "But while the Fates protect _you_, they do not protect your little girlfriend here," and with blazing speeds, disarmed Annabeth and knocked her to the floor.

"Family, Luke. You promised," she croaked.

"Luke Castellan is dead," replied Kronos coldly, and in one strike, decapitated her. And then, he turned to Percy with a sadistic smile on his face. But then, before he could strike, he stumbled to the floor, dropping his scythe, his face one of shock.

"Annabeth," he gasped. But it was not Kronos who spoke. It was Luke's voice, full of shock and despair. He turned to Percy. "Percy. You have to kill me. I cannot kill myself, because then Kronos will take control again," Luke explained, his voice hollow and raspy. Percy glared furiously at him. No, furious was not even a fraction of the anger that was displayed in his eyes.

"As much delight I would get from killing you, you prick, I do not know your Achilles Heel," growled Percy, his voice seething with utter hatred. Luke flinched, and exposed his left armpit. In less than a second, Riptide was plunged up to the hilt into his only mortal spot.

"NO!" roared the voice of Kronos "NO!" In a great flash of blinding light, the body of Luke Castellan exploded into dust, splitting the life force of the Titan Lord into so many pieces that not even Gaia would be able to reform him. A few minutes later, the Olympians charged into the throne room in full battle regalia, expecting a full on fight with the Lord of Titans. Instead, the found Perseus Jackson weeping over the body of Annabeth Chase. "Perseus," asked Athena in an awed tone. "What happened here?" "We need a shroud" he replied, his voice cracking. "A shroud for a daughter of Athena.

**Line Break**

The Fates themselves took Annabeth's body. The Fates looked at Percy. He glared back. "Are you happy now?" he asked venomously. "Now you have inflicted more pain on me in the last three days than some demigods endure in a lifetime?" All the gods stared at him in shock. No one dared talk to the Fates like that. Certainly not a mortal. They were sure he was going to drop dead on the spot. Percy thought so to, but at that moment he didn't care. All he could feel was the searing loss. The loss of the one he loved most and had grounded him to the mortal world in the River Styx. However, to everyone's astonishment, their eyes displayed only sympathy. "This was not our doing, Son of Poseidon," One said. "We did not cause this, nor would he have, if _she _had not intervened." The second one finished. "She? Who! I will tear her to pieces!" yelled Percy. "Careful, boy," the third Fate warned. "Even we would be able to stop her from killing you if you offend her." Hearing this Poseidon's face paled. "Percy, please!" he begged. "Fine. But she'd better have a damn good reason." Percy snapped. The Fates flashed out. "That was… unexpected," mumbled Ares. "Well, now that is out the way, we can begin the awards ceremony," said Zeus, regaining his composure. "Thalia Grace," he called out. "You have done well, my daughter. You have defended Olympus, and I promise to help refill the Hunters ranks." Artemis smiled at her lieutenant. "I am sure that all the Hunters who fell will achieve Elysium, I am sure," and glared pointedly at Hades. He shrugged. "Probably." She glared some more. "Fine," he grumbled. "I'll make sure that Minos isn't judging." Artemis sighed, knowing that that's the best offer she'll get. "Tyson!" Zeus bellowed out. Tyson looked nervous, but stepped forwards. "As a reward for your bravery, we shall grant you a new weapon. What would you like? A sword or an axe or a-,"

"Stick!" cried out Tyson. "I want a new stick!" Zeus looked confused for a moment until realization dawned on his face and he said

"Very well. We shall grant you a new… stick. The best stick that may be found."

"Yay!" cried Tyson, and his Cyclopes friends patted him on the back.

"Percy Jackson," called Poseidon. The throne room fell silent. "The council will bestow any gift that is within our power. What do you want?" Poseidon rubbed temples, already knowing what he would ask.

"Can you… can you bring her back?" Percy choked.

"I'm sorry Perseus. But that is one gift that we cannot grant," said Zeus uncomfortably.

"Hades, please!" begged Percy. Hades glanced at him sympathetically.

"I'm sorry, but I of all immortals must respect the laws of death, as much as it pains me."

"Fine then. My wish is to die."


	2. Chapter 2-Revelations

Revelations

**Disclaimer: I, sadly, don't own Percy Jackson. Rick Riordan does. Now on with the story.**

"My wish is to die."

Upon hearing those words Zeus's eyes lit up. He was worried about the amount of power the demigod had and because he was not a god it would be easy for him to join an enemy. So, if his wish was to die, he had no qualms about it. Without waiting for a response from the other gods (cough, Poseidon, cough) he hurled his Master Bolt at Percy with full power.

"No!" screamed Poseidon, but it was too late.

The Master Bolt impacted on his chest with full force. However, what no one, not even the watching Fates expected, was for the Master Bolt to clatter harmlessly to the ground at Percy's feet. Everyone was dumbfounded. Zeus's face was red with anger. The Master Bolt flew back to his hand and he threw it at him with all his might, with the bolt at full power. This time, the bolt ricocheted off Percy and hit Hera's throne. Athena was muttering to herself, trying to think of a possible explanation. The rest of the gods were just sitting there, unable to believe what they had just witnessed.

"ATHENA!" bellowed Zeus so loudly that all the windows in a mile radius rattled. "WHAT HAPPENED?"

"I-I-I d-don't have the s-slightest clue, Father. Even with the curse of the Styx, the Master Bolt should have vaporized him instantly. E-even gods are killed by it." Athena stuttered. Zeus's face was dark as a thundercloud.

"Even if my bolt didn't kill him, this will." With that, he erupted into his fully divine form. Then he returned to normal, Percy was on the floor, motionless. "Ha!" Zeus gloated "That did the trick!" Poseidon rose from his throne, his expression murderous. Then Zeus paled, realizing he shouldn't have said that out loud.

"I don't think so, brother," said a voice from the corner of the room. "What do you mean, Hades? He is dead, clear as day," replied Zeus, confused. Hades smirked.

"How clear is day?" Then Percy Jackson groaned, opening his eyes. Zeus's expression went from confusion to darker than Tartarus instantly. As he prepared the go into his divine form again, Poseidon shoved his trident right up against his throat.

"Don't. Even. Think. About it." He warned. Zeus glowered, but backed down. Apollo rushed over to Percy.

"You okay, Perce?" he asked.

Athena face palmed at the question. Percy groaned and sat up. As soon as he got his bearings, he scowled at the Olympians.

"Why am I still here? I asked you kill me!" he growled.

"That is a very good question. It would seem, young demigod, that that is quite impossible," a voice echoed around the room. The Three Fates materialized.

"What do you mean, impossible?" bellowed Zeus, forgetting that A: He had just yelled at the Fates, and B: Poseidon still had his trident at his throat. The Fates glared at him, and he shrunk back, only to have the trident push more firmly at his throat.

"By impossible, we mean literally _impossible, _even for us. To prove their point, they pulled out Percy's life thread, and when they tried to snip it, the huge shears shattered. "Never, once, has this happened before. We do not know how or more importantly _why_ this has happened. So, hero, enlighten us." They said as one, turning their gaze to Percy. He met their gaze fearlessly.

"You think I know? You think I wanted this? All I wanted, was to die so I can see Annabeth again!" he screamed at the Fates, crying at the last bit. The Fates studied him, trying to find deceit in his words. They nodded their heads, satisfied.

"Very well." They fixed their eyes on Zeus "You would do well to not to try to kill him, as seeing that it is impossible at this moment. We will try to find the cause of it, although we have our suspicions." And with that, they flashed out and all the Olympians were returned to their thrones. Zeus glared at Percy, lightning flickering through his eyes.

"I cannot kill you, so I'll have to settle for the next best thing." He snapped his fingers and Percy was bound in Stygian Iron shackles. "Tartarus" he boomed, throwing a bolt behind Percy. A portal opened, one leading straight to the mentioned place. But before he could push him in, Poseidon appeared next to him and said "Η θάλασσα δεν ήθελε να restained." To everyone's amazement, the shackles opened and clattered to the floor. Free, Percy sprinted away from the portal. Hades, apparently the only one unaffected by Poseidon's show of power, waved his hand and the portal disappeared. All the gods besides Ares were glaring at Zeus.

"Don't. Touch Him. AGAIN!" bellowed Poseidon.

"Fine," Zeus spat. "But what do we do with him?" The gods muttered, not knowing.

Surprisingly, Hestia spoke up. "What about…"

**AN: Cliff-hanger! Try and guess what it is. It has been done before, but not as much as you would think. Thanks for the 1 review last chapter!**


	3. Chapter 3 - Desisions and Gifts

**A Chat about Feelings and Blessings**

**A/N: Right. There is a poll on my profile. If you vote yes, please say WHO in a review. If get none I will change the poll slightly. If I get nothing from that, no pairing. Simple as that. And please review because it gives me motivation to keep writing. Flames are not welcome, but constructive criticism is.**

"Annabeth." Percy choked out. Annabeth smiled at him.

"Hello Percy."

"I'm sorry" Percy started before Annabeth's ghost held up her hand. "Percy, it wasn't your fault. The only people's fault it was are Kronos and Luke. You are not to blame," she said sternly. Percy cracked a smile.

"You don't blame me?" Annabeth face-palmed.

"Were you even listening to the last three sentences I said? Say it with me. You. Are. Not. To. Blame. Clear enough?" Percy shot her a crooked grin.

"Can you spell it out for me please?" Annabeth rolled her eyes, but before she could reply, Hades cut in.

"Only a minute left, or the Fates will find out and get pissed off again." Annabeth nodded. "Before I go, I must ask you to _not _spend the rest of your life grieving. Don't try to kill yourself."

"Yeah. Done that once today. Didn't work." He muttered under his breath. Annabeth frowned. Before she could question him, Hades said

"10 seconds" She nodded and smiled at Percy.

"Good bye, Percy. I hope I don't see you in Elysium soon." As soon as she finished she dispersed into smoke. Percy turned to his uncle with gratitude in his sea green eyes. Before he could speak, Hades held up his hand, stopping him from speaking. Which, Percy noticed, seemed to be happening a lot recently.

"It's nothing, Perseus. It was little compared to you restoring my throne. I hereby give you permission to travel in my domain freely." Percy was shocked, but bowed deeply.

"Thank you, Uncle. Hades gave him a rare smile and then faded into the shadows. Poseidon approached him.

"Percy, I am very proud. You have done far more than that ass Hercules could ever hope to do, and at an age before he had even started his 12 labours." They both laughed at that and the sky rumbled, causing them harder. "Joking aside, since you didn't get a reward for yourself, I will unlock the _full _ power of a son of Poseidon." "What?" asked Percy, confused.

"What do you mean the full power?" Poseidon grinned, that was very similar to his son's. "Find out." Before he could chant, the three Fates appeared, scowling at the sea god.

"You are forbidden to give one of your children that gift and you know it!" they yelled in unison. Poseidon glared at the Fates.

"I can do whatever the Hades I like with my children. Percy is the first to show he is worthy of it, so I will give it to him! If you don't like that, bite your withered tongues and fuck off." He growled. The Fates glared right back. Poseidon narrowed his eyes and his trident subconsciously appeared in his hand. The Fates stepped forwards as if to attack him, but suddenly jerked back a flabbergasted expression on their face, and then it changed into an expression Percy recognized from the gods as having a mental conversation with somebody. After a few seconds, they glared at Poseidon one last time.

"This is not over, son of Kronos. Fate has been changed. Fractured, so to speak. This means we now weave fate on a different course. But make no mistake. When we find who tampered with it, our wrath shall be unimaginable. We pray it was not you, for your sake," they said, and then flashed out.

Poseidon turned to Percy and smiled as if nothing had happened and chanted in Ancient Greek. A sea-green aura burst to life, and Percy felt new power coursing through his body, before he fainted.

Meanwhile, in an unknown place, a man chuckled. "So, Perseus Jackson has obtained the power that was rightfully his," he mused to himself. "Fractured, hmm? Interesting choice of words. But who would have this power?" He then felt the Fates flowing through all matter of existence, asking the same question. Then he had one name popped into his head, and his eyes narrowed. "Why that little…" He growled. He scowled, and faded from his throne, leaving the spot empty, going to visit a certain goddess. The last words he said were "I thought she had learned from last time…"

**A/N: Wow! Longest chapter yet! This man's identity will be revealed later. Don't forget to review.**

**KingOfDarkness768**


	4. Chapter 4-Dreams Suck

Dreams Suck

**Disclaimer: I don't own Percy Jackson, Rick Riordan does. Now on with the story.**

Percy was dreaming. He could tell because he was sure that when he fainted he wasn't in front a giant loom. By giant, he meant, taller than the Empire State Building, giant. The wood was a smooth white colour that Percy had never seen before. Not that he spent much time out in nature.

"Beautiful, isn't it?" Percy jerked his head around to see who had spoken, but immediately wished he hadn't. The man was pure white, everything, his hair, his irises, his skin, even his chiton*, everything was white. That wasn't the problem through. His body was scar-ridden. He looked like he was trying to hold up the weight of the sky X10 and he also had half his face burned off. Despite all this, he was grinning manically. "Do you know what you are looking at, boy?" Percy shook his head. He burst out laughing "So this is what you are teaching your saviour? I'm sure my children are _quivering _in terror!" he called mockingly to the void.

"What _is _it?" Percy asked, confused.

"This," the strange man answered after regaining his composure. "is the Loom of Fate. This is where, usually, the three hags sit and weave the future. However, recently, a powerful being has shattered the Loom, in a desperate attempt to save you pathetic mortals from my children and eventually, me.

Percy instantly put his hand on Riptide. The man noticed and said "No need to draw swords yet. If we were at that stage, you would be dead already." His face contorted into a sneer. "Unfortunately, I am currently, ah, incapacitated, you could say, so I could do nothing as that bitch of primordial shattered the Loom, forcing a new one to form, one that gave you mortal and Olympians a pathetic chance of survival. Of course, those chances would dramatically increase if you could awaken _him_…" he said, trailing off at the end. "But that is not possible," he said, and he rose. "I've tried, but I can't. If I can't over eternity, then you can't do in in a year. So you are doomed," he concluded. And with that, the dream faded. Percy woke up with a gasp.

"Percy!" Poseidon and Hestia were gazing at him with concern. "Are you okay?"

Percy slowly regained control over his breathing. "Summon the council," he said. "We've got big problems."

*Chiton is an Ancient Greek tunic.


	5. Chapter 5 -Zeus Broke the Rules and Why?

Zeus Broke the Rules and Why?

**AN: Hi guys! Thanks to the 1 person who favorited the story! Also thanks to those who follow the story and to those who just read it. Also today's chapter is longer, so review and tell me whether you like it or not. Disclaimer: I don't own Percy Jackson, if you can figure out who does, you win! Now on with the damned story!**

"We've got big problems." Both gods face's paled. Coming from someone who had gone toe to toe with Kronos, that was not good. They closed their eyes, presumably summoning the council. The rest of the gods flashed, most of them looking pissed. It was probably not fun to have to meeting in the same week, let alone day.

"What do you want, _brother_?" spat Zeus. "I was having fun until you rudely interrupted me. In his anger, he failed to notice Hera glaring at him.

"Oh, sorry brother, it appears that you don't care about a possible threat to Olympus, by all means, go back to your 'fun'" retorted the sea god.

He instantly had everyone's attention, but Zeus continued to glare at him. "And you couldn't have told us in the meeting we had an hour ago?"

"I was only aware a few minutes ago."

"Mother Rhea always liked you more." All the gods groaned in harmony, all thinking, "Not again."

"Sea disasters are more spectacular than air disasters." By this point most of the council had summoned some aspirin.

"Are not!"

"Are!"

"Are no-," Zeus was cut off by Hestia snapping her fingers. Everyone turned to her, with Apollo mouthing a 'thank you' to her.

"This is not going to solve anything! Before you start World War Three, which I recall World War One was started by the very same thing, let Percy speak," ranted the usually calm goddess of the hearth. All eyes turned to Percy.

"I had a dream," he started, before Ares cut him off, snorting.

"So we're having another meeting because of a dream. Don't make me-," was as far as he got before a silver arrow embedded itself in an inch from his head.

"Shut up and let him finish," snapped Artemis in annoyance, wanting to get back to her hunters.

"I had a _demigod _dream, and some self-proclaimed enemy said that we would have to fight him and his children." Percy recounted his dream and at the end, even Ares looked troubled.

"Athena, do you have any idea who this _being_ is?" asked Zeus.

"Nothing that immediately jumps to memory. I'll check the archives later," replied Athena.

"Oh, the goddess of wisdom doesn't have the answer to everything? Is this a thing now, first Percy and now this?" mocked Hermes. Athena fixed her eyes on the messenger god, making him visibly gulp.

"I said nothing immediately jumps to memory. I will check the archives later," she stated coldly.

"Anything else anyone would like to add while we are here?" grumbled Zeus, obviously not wanting to be interrupted again. The room was silent. "Meeting adjourned," he said, and disappeared in a strike of lightning. The were some mumbles of 'drama queen', and the rest of the gods flashed out until only Hestia was left.

"Hello Percy, I never got the chance to thank you for restoring my throne," she smiled at him.

"It's nothing, Lady Hestia. Is there anything else you would like to discuss?" the demigod replied, bowing.

Hestia scowled at him. "Don't bow to me, I'm not like Zeus." She said, and the sky rumbled, but neither paid any attention to it. "Unfortunately, yes. The others neglected to mention that we need you to rescue a demigod. It is a demigod of Zeus. That's why Hera was glaring at him."

"Of course, Lady Hestia. Though I thought that the Big Three couldn't have any more children."

"They couldn't, but the pact was dissolved after the prophecy completed. Something Zeus negotiated with Lady Styx when the pact was made. So that he could continue to have demigods after Olympus was saved. Not that it would have mattered, he would have done it either way. But you see, Zeus had a child about a two decades ago, but when he reached ten, he had Morpheus put his entire being to sleep. So, he is essentially 10 years old. He was released about half an hour ago, and he already has been captured by monsters."

"So I go in, kill monsters and rescue a kid. Has to be a catch. How many monsters?"

"Try a hundred or so."

"What the Hades? A ten-year-old has already attracted 100 monsters?"

"Careful, Percy," warned Hestia. "Hades does not like the way people use his name."

"Right. Sorry uncle. So where am I going?" Percy asked

"Los Angeles." Hestia answered, smirking at the demigod's expression.

"And how exactly am I going to get there?" And what is one of Zeus's children doing near Hades domain? Percy asked in bewilderment.

"For the first question, that's where I come in. As for the second…" she shrugged. "I don't know. But be careful. Poseidon unlocked your full power, yes? That will increase your demigod sent by 10 percent."

Percy's shoulders slumped. "He could have mentioned it before he did," said Percy dejectedly.

Hestia shook her head. "He would not have given it to you if he didn't think you could handle it. Now go and rescue Zeus's child," she said, and she snapped his fingers. Percy was instantly surrounded in fire, before the flames dissipated, and he was in the middle of the road in L.A. He heard a horn beep, and he turned, his eyes wide as a car was driving straight towards him. He leapt to the side thinking 'what is the use in beeping but continuing to drive forwards without slowing down?'. He cursed in Ancient Greek and dusted himself off, earning him some strange looks from some other pedestrians. Gods only know that they saw through the Mist. He sighed, and started to look for a son of Zeus in the confusing layout of a city.

**AN: This chapter was longer, but took an extra day to write with my tight schedule. So the choice is yours, readers. Do you want longer chapters but less frequent updates, or shorter chapters with more frequent updates? Review and tell be what you want, because otherwise it will be quite random.**

**KingOfDarkness768.**


	6. Chapter 6 - Crusty Beds

Crusty Beds

**Disclaimer: I don't own Percy Jackson. Rick Riordan does. If you already knew that, you win a cookie (provided you have one at hand)! Now on with the story.**

Percy wandered through the streets of Los Angeles, trying to find a demigod captured by monsters. Unfortunately, the streets were really confusing, and he had no clear idea on where he was going. So he continued to stumble around, not knowing where he was going.

Two hours later he had found nothing, and was beginning to get frustrated. By sheer chance, however, he managed to find Crusty's Water Bed Palace. Percy had memories of coming here when he was twelve. They were NOT good ones. Grover and… Annabeth had been stretched and- "No," Percy thought to himself. "Moping isn't going to help anyone." Besides, he had a mission to focus on. He peered through the window, and saw an army of monster. 'Well,' he thought dryly. 'At least I've come to the right place.' He sighed and opened the door. All the monsters turned to him.

"This one has a strong scent," a telekhine said. "The strongest I've ever seen. What more, he's the son of Poseidon.

Several monsters snarled at the name.

"Aye," another telekhine growled. "And the slayer of Kronos at that." Several monsters shuffled back nervously.

"You mean Persseusss Jacksons?" a dracaena asked fearfully.

"Percy Jackson? Where? I have a score to settle with him!" a voice yelled from the back.

A large human figure pushed through the crowd of monsters. Percy grinned. "Hi _Crusty_," Percy mocked. "Why are you here, selling beds again? I thought you might have phobia of them now. After all, last time you were beaten by a bed last time. That really shows a lot about your fighting abilities, doesn't it?"

Procrustes's face was red with rage and he charged Percy, meaning to grab him and stretch him on a bed. He evidently forgot that he was not very good at fighting. Percy simply uncapped Riptide and slashed once at him, the sword going straight through his chest and turning him to monster dust.

"Bah! You may be strong, demigod, but you cannot take all of us at once! Attack!" The telekhine from before commanded. All the monsters in the room charged at once.

The first few monsters were easy. Then it got harder because they were working together in formation. He cut into the middle and started hacking left right and centre. There were about fifty monsters left when he began to tire.

"Die demigod!" an empousa archer screamed behind him and turned his head to see an arrow, by sheer chance, heading for his only weak spot. His eyes widened. He wished he could freeze the arrow in the air, but there was nothing he could do. He knew he was going to die.

The arrow froze in mid-air. It literally was surrounded by ice, and it fell harmlessly to the ground. He had no idea what had happened, but he continued fighting so he didn't get hit in his weak spot.

After a few more minutes, he chopped the last monster down. He then turned to a bed to see a young boy tied up. Obviously they had been about to stretch him when he had walked in.

"Let me go! No more monsters!" he yelled. Percy knelt down beside him.

"It's okay. I got rid of the monsters for you," Percy said kindly to him.

"No, you're a monster too!"

"I promise you, I'm not a monster. But before we continue, I need to get those ropes off," he said. He uncapped Riptide again and tried to cut the ropes. Key word, _tried_. The blade simply bounced off. Percy tried several more times until Riptide flew across the room after a particularly vigorous attempt, causing him to curse in Greek.

"What does shi-," the small boy began, before Percy covered his mouth.

"It doesn't matter," he said quickly. He had realized that he couldn't cut it, so he had to do it another way. He remembered that he had used a word to free Grover and _her_, but he couldn't remember what it was.

"Wait, that's it! Argo!" exclaimed Percy, snapping his fingers but nothing happened. "Okay, no Argo. Ergo!" he said, snapping his fingers again, and this time the ropes where dispelled. The small boy looked up at him.

"Thank you," he said quietly. Percy nodded.

"It's nothing. By the way, what's your name?"

"James," he replied.

"Okay James, I'm going to take you to a safe place for people like us, so that we can learn how to defend ourselves if we are trapped by monsters."

"Where is it?"

"Oh." Percy hadn't considered how they were going to get there.

Just as Percy was getting worried, an Iris Message appeared.

"Problems, Percy?" asked Hestia, with a tone of amusement in her voice

"Yeah, uh, how are we going to get to camp from L.A?"

In response, Hestia snapped her fingers, and James disappeared in a flash of flames. "Like that."

"Oh," was the only response he was able to form.

Hestia laughed, and clicked her fingers again, and Percy was teleported back to the hearth on Olympus. "Here, next time use this," she laughed, handing a firestone gem. "Hold this, and you will be teleported here, and the other demigod will be teleported to camp. There will be some cases though where you to take them to the hunters if a girl isn't comfortable around males," she said, frowning at the last part. "In which case, you will have to find the Hunter's camp yourself. But for now, sleep," she said soothingly, waving her hand across his face, sending him to sleep. Which of course, only brought more dreams.

**AN: So, that was Percy's first mission. Did you like it? Did you hate it? I probably won't be doing many of these, because there are only so many monsters or people for him to fight that I can put in without making him overpowered. Which, I see a lot of in fanfics these days. And don't worry, next chapter won't be a full dream again (I hope). Remember, constructive criticism is welcome (yes that is aimed at someone) but being blatantly rude is definatly not (that is also aimed at someone).**

**KingOfDarkness768 **


	7. Chapter 7 - Dreams and Complications

Dreams and Complications

**Disclaimer: I don't own Percy Jackson. If you haven't figured out who does, why are you reading this story. Go back to pre-school. This chapter contains some descriptions that out of context would be racist. This is not the intention, and are used purely descriptively. I apologize if anyone is offended. Author Note at the end. (For your information, Rick Riordan owns Percy Jackson, though he can keep BOO. Hi Gaia, Fly Gaia, Bye Gaia.) Enough complaining on my part, let's get on with the story.**

Percy felt weightless. A tell-tale sign that he was dreaming. He was in a watched two being's fight. One was pure black, darker than midnight, and the other was pure white, harsher than snow. The black one was using a Stygian Iron sword, the white one was using a strange gold blade (Imperial Gold). As the swords struck, flashes shook the void (quite a feat). It was clear that neither were able to gain the upper ground.

After what felt like an eternity, both began to tire. They backed away from each other, unable to continue to fight. Percy seemed to follow the dark one. They arrived at a palace, and the being, which he assumed was a deity, slumped in his throne.

"How am I supposed to win this war? We are in perfect balance with each other, unable to win or lose. There is only one of me." He perked up. "I cannot create a being with equal power to me, that would cause this was to become three-sided. But more deities, with less power, might just do it."

He held out his hand and chanted, and there was a sudden burst of energy, momentarily blinding Percy. When his vision cleared, he saw a new woman. She looked like she was composed of the earth itself. The dark man smiled.

"Excellent." Percy's vision went black. When he regained focus, he saw more deities. It looked like they were having war council.

"Gaia, Ouranos, go to the right. Nyx, Ananke and Pontus take the left. While we have is attention, the rest of you go behind and pin him down," said the man from earlier.

"But Father, surely it will not take that many to pin him down. He's only one god!" protested a winged deity.

"Eros, for _once _will you _shut up_! He has the same amount of power that Father had before he created us. So, as it currently stands, he is the most powerful presence in Creation," a man who looked middle-aged exclaimed. What caught Percy's attention was the fact his eyes were gold.

"Oh, bugger off, Chronos! I'm older!"

"The pair of you, shut up! This is the only way we will be able to defeat him. Now do as you're told," the dark man snapped. "Now let's go."

They were barely outside when the white man attacked. The deities split up. The dark man was in front of him, and two deities, apparently Gaia and Ouranos, were on his right, while three deities, apparently Nyx, Ananke and Pontus, were on the left. They all attacked at once. The white man amazingly parried all the blades. However, he needed his full concentration to not get hit, which was exactly the plan. Behind him, twenty others grabbed him and pinned him to the floor. The other five also helped restrain him, which apparently took a lot of energy. Meanwhile, the dark man stepped forwards.

"You're done, Order. Give up."

The white man, apparently called Order spat.

"Fuck you, Chaos. You can trap me, but I can also curse you. For I swear, on the name of my immortal life force, that you shall shrivel into the void, until people only know of you as that. Now let me see of you as that. Now let me see your true form, bitch."

The dark man shifted, until his form became female, and breath-takingly beautiful.

"Mother, he speaks the truth," said Ananke. "We could kill him and canc-,"

"No, Ananke. If this is how Fate is woven, this is how Fate shall be. I forbid you to shatter the Loom, no matter how desperate the situation is. Fate _must _run its course, or Order has won. No, let me be. I have fulfilled my role as creator, so I will depart."

With that, Percy's dream faded.

He woke up, trying to make sense of what he had just seen. He recognized the one called Order from somewhere before, but he didn't know where. Whatever the case, he didn't think it was worth calling a council meeting. He was back in the Poseidon cabin in Camp Half-Blood. Percy panicked. He didn't want to be here. There to many memories of _her_. It was too painful. So he went over to the fountain, pulled out a drachma, and threw it into the mist.

"O Iris, goddess of the rainbow, except my offering. Show me Poseidon, in Atlantis." The mist rippled until he saw Poseidon alone in his throne room.

Dad!" Percy yelled. Poseidon looked up.

"Hello Percy. Why are you calling?"

"I don't want to be in Camp Half-Blood. It's… It's too painful."

"Oh, I should have thought of that. I'll speak to the rest of the council next meeting. For now, I need you to get another demigod. He's the son of Ares, and he know about his heritage. Wrap up warm!" Poseidon said cheerfully.

"What do mean wrap up warm- you've got to kidding me," grumbled Percy. Poseidon had teleported him into the middle of a snow storm.

"I wish the snow would go away," he complained. Around him, the snow turned to steam. Wherever he walked, there was a perfect circle of land. Unfortunately, he was now up to his knees. 'Well,' he thought glumly, 'could be worse.' He waded forwards, and shortly saw a bulky figure, putting something in his pocket.

"Hello?" he called.

The jumped. "Oh, hi."

"Are you the son of Ares?"

"I'm the son of Mars.

"You mean Ares."

"No, I was told to go to the wolves by my grandmother. She told me about how I was a Roman demigod.

'Roman?' Percy thought. Aloud he said, "Oh yeah, sorry, I need to contact someone a sec." He imagined the snow turning to water, and the water creating a rainbow. Sure enough, it happened.

"O Iris. Goddess of the rainbow, except my offering. Show be Poseidon again please."

"Percy? What do you want?"

"The demigod is saying about Romans. What does he mean?"

Poseidon winced and his appearance shifted. "Curse you, Mars. Percy, we gods have Roman aspects. I am currently Neptune, the Roman aspect of Poseidon. You must leave the demigod, he must make it on his own. It is our way."

"How come we weren't aware? Do you not trust us?"

"Every Civil war from the fall of Rome, is where the two demigods have fought. We separated you so you wouldn't massacre each other."

"Come, I'll explain to you in person."

Percy disappeared, leaving one very confused Roman demigod.

**AN: Okay, by far the longest chapter. That is how I introduced the Romans.**

**KingOfDarkness768**


End file.
